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Introductory Note 


Without any great effort of searching, this could have been a sizeable 
volume of maybe three hundred poems. It may be sad that we lack the 
financial backing to mount such an enterprise, but what is heartening, and 
much more important, is that the poems are there. As always, dissentient 
poets find their readiest vehicle in the broadsheet or the Folk gig or the Little 
Magazine. Many, especially here in Scotland, have found their way into 
quite substantial anthologies. What matters is that dissent is coming 
through as never before. We should not forget the cry of William 
Montgomery, surveying the waste and poverty of the early ‘thirties: 


“But why were all the poets dumb?” 


No doubt many poets of note today continue to eschew moral/social/ 
political themes. When a poet ventures into questions political it is usually 
assumed that the creative impulse has deserted him. There is a common 
fallacy that ‘real’ poetry is never political: that poetry, in order to be ‘good’, 
must confine itself to purely private and personal explorations. In ‘A Brawlik 
Makar’, a small section of which is included in this collection, T. S. Law tell 
us that 


“MacDiarmid made poems socialist again”. 


Yet carpers remain. In some places you read that only the early lyrics are 
‘true’ poetry and the later explicitly political work proof only of flagging 
powers and loss of ‘inspiration’. Such critics, of course, like to have it both 
ways. In the case of Herbert Read, for example, the early anarchist/socialist 
poems are put down to immaturity: as he grew older, so the argument goes, 
he began to see the folly of all that. Yet if T. S. Eliot was searching for a way 
to stay a poet after the age of twenty-five, MacDiarmid with his socialism 
would certainly have been a better model than Read with his knighthood. 


Whether it is in youth or age, a poet can expect brickbats the moment he 
begins to employ his talents saying things which might conceivably be of 
some practical benefit to people. 


But no matter. The poets here are not writing for critics and professors. 
They write with a high degree of accomplishment but at the same time with 
deep and passionate commitment. This kind of poetry is the only kind that is 
relevant today. 


Nobody today has a right to sit back and be dumb - poets least of all. 
Whatever its new sophisticated guise, the kailyaird gets hits too on nuclear 
doomsday. 


With the invididual crushed, day by day, ever further into docility; with every 
facet of social living invaded and laid claim to and increasingly corrupted to 


the State’s own ends - ends which are not only anti-human but anti-life itself 
- there can only be one kind of poetry that matters: the poetry of dissent. 
And don’t think dissent is just saying No. At its deepest and most passionate 


it is a Yea saying, an affirmation, a shouting of YES to life and all that 
enhances life. 


FARQUHAR McLAY 
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GUY ALDRED 
(1886-1963) 


from A Meditation 


To the destiny of man 

to the instinct of my own nature 

to the martyred spirit of all dead pioneers 
let me pray. 


Let me commune for health & strength & endurance 
in captivity 

Let me pray for zeal of spirit & power of faith. 

Let me pray for intellectual vision & fervour of 
passion. 

Let all vulgarity slip from me & the word, the spirit 
of truth, become incarnate in me. 

Let me never deny the truth either in word or 
spirit. 

Let me work for the overthrow of scoffers in 
high places, 

for the destruction of the scoffing. 

Let me become a prophet against the scepticism 
of worldly piety and social unbelief. 

Let me become a son of man 

the enemy of God 

the foe of kings 

the destroyer of ritual, ceremony & all useless 
form. 

Let truth & truth alone be my mistress 

and may | bring witness to her integrity 

from all lands & climes. 

May no worldly ambition 

no temptation in this wilderness of understanding 

lead me to serve the enemy of man, 

the principle of power and domination. 


On the eve of his first Court Martial, 
at Fovant, May 16th, 1916. 


RAYMOND J. ROSS 


Milltown Cemetary, Belfast 


! don't want to be nosey, now, 
An old man says, 

But are ye stoppin’ here? 

We nod and on he cracks, 

They were on last, again, 

They smashed some graves. 
Best to park down there. 

We follow his advice 

And park by Marie Drumm. 

An army chopper whirrs above 
In case the graves should rise 
(They harass the living every day 
Disturb the dead at night). 

We stand and look at Bobby Sands. 
The Hunger Strike comes back. 
We glance along the empty plot, 
The hungry graves that wait 

And feel the army at our backs. 


Night Crossing 


As blanket fog rolls out across the Irish Sea 
Loud ships’ horns resound from Belfast Lough 
As a seagull dips and dives off Galloway. 

By Ailsa Craig a nuclear sub sinks silent 
Slipping out to open sea. 

It rains incessant in the Solway Firth 

As the tide runs back from Sellafield. 

And all the land that we have roamed 

Is lapped and licked by spume and foam 
While soldiers start, and stop, 

And start again 

Down blackened Belfast streets. 

The Border hills are plashed and lashed 
While sodden Glasgow sleeps, 

And while Edinburgh sounds her proud tattoo 
Belfast women weep. 


Edinburgh 


(For Sorley MacLean) 


City of crags and hills, 

Of gardens, ponds and lochs, 

City of castles and meadows, 

Palace and Mound, 

You are noted in the Annals of Europe 
For your Folly. 


City of Knox and Mary, 

City of Enlightenment, 

Europe has a catalogue 

Of your history and pretensions. 
Your history cannot assuage 

The poverty and bitterness of Pilton, 
And Craigmillar stands ashamed 
Before its castle. 


The Days That Lie Ahead 


Thinking of the ’eighties 

And of the days that lie ahead 

| think of Scotiand 

Cringed and unaware; 

Of Bobby Sands’ frail body, 
Strike-bound, bruised and black, 
Sore-bitten to the core 

- There’s not a priest in all the land 
Would resurrect that man 

For all the men of cloth are weaved 
With Paisley yarn 

And they have numbered all his bones; 
And of a phoenix rising in the North 
With wings soft-folded, waiting, 
While Ireland dreams her dreams 
Of peace beyond the grave. 

The people’s back is strong. 

We are not afraid. 

Love, like death itself, 

Is bulletproof 

And we will have our day. 
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RAYMOND J. ROSS 


TOM HUBBARD 
The Den 


1 


| hae kent mony a den in Fife like this 

That straiggles here an there, the pads an burns 
Criss-crossin contermacious-like roun hullocks 
Scentit bi autumn foust; the skeleton leaves 
Daunce in a souch athort the gait I’ve come 

Or settle on the watter, an, swept on, 

Brak up, like aa that dees, | pause at the brig, 
Seekin stillness: 

Somehou a ray has filtered throu 

An lichts this corner, 

This alane, 

Jist me an this rouch parapet o jogs: 

While aa aroun, the reesle an the sapple 

Mak their perpetual sang i the hauf-mirk. 


| hae kent mony a den in Fife like this, 

An aiblins mair had kent had | been here 
Centuries syne: 

But they’ve been howkit doun, fir siller - or waur. 
Thir that remain I’ve fund whaur least expeckit: 
They'll stert, bi the toun-end, at some nerra vennel 
Ye'd think wad tak ye but a pickle yairds 

An laund ye in some midden. Na, ye gang on 

An on, an onward yit, as gin thon quean 

Wha’s flichtery but deep - yer leman, Scotland - 
Wad draw ye ti her embrace. 
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It cuid be onywhaur - but it’s unique; 

Some twa-three lines in a guide-buik - but ye’d scrieve mair 
Abuin thon fenced-aff linn 

That thunners god-like on the captive puil, 
Wi swurl an spairge agin the lowerin crags, 
Hou money makkin pilgrimages here 

Wad daur ti lowp inby, an win its saicrets, 

Or even follae it back richt up the ben 

Ti its soorce, or follae it forrit, yont this den, 
Ti its winnin at the sea? It’s there, faur oot, 
Whaur it sall mell wits maiks, the ither burns 


TOM HUBBARD 


Frae the braes an wuids o Europe... 


Gie owre sic havers, 

This suidna be a place fir philosophisin, 

Faur less musardries; 

This den’s fir faimilies, 

Sensible folk oot fir a Sunday dauner. 

They simply want a rest frae the weekly darg, 

An hae eneuch ti think o 

While tentie o the cantraips o their bairns. 

Ye canna faut guid parents 

Fair fashed aboot thon gey wanchancy brou, 

Whaur, at the mairch o the field, the barbed wire rousts 
Weill-fankled wi jaggy buss, 

An camshach trees 

Auld an owre-hingin, 

Like beckonin witches spreid their unsiccar brainches. 
There, whar the syle is murly, ruits are exposed, 

A rare temptation fir wee louns and queans 

Wha’d mair nor clammer there - fegs, they wad dell 

ti get to the verra tips...afore they fell. 
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| hae kent mony a den in Fife like this: 

Ithers hae kent it tae. | wad turn aff 

An take my favourite wey 

Dernit, dishauntit. 

That twines athort the nettles and the ferns 
Doun ti a cleirin whaur I'll get a vizzy 

On yin side, o the Law; an on the ither 

O the Firth: 

There's nane but me comes here...or sae | think. 
It's quait eneuch aroun the muckle hoose 
Whaur the pad apens oot: 

It's quiat eneuch - it’s mair, fer it’s no canny... 
| mind o a wumman here, wha tuik in cuddies, 
A kinna sanctuary. They're nae here nou. . 
The gairden’s tousy wi dockens, 

The stable ruif’s fell in. 

The hoose itsel fair gloams afore yer een, 

The winnocks happit owre wi fuggy brods. 
Nae welcome here...then, suddent, the skraik 0 a tranny, 
Frae a group of halflins, punks, 

Wha glower at ye: 

Ilk’ane o thame mair derf an dour nor th’ither. 
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TOM HUBBARD 


They’ve just emerged frae the wrack o an auncient tour, 
That sairs fir cowpin: 

The steid’s moulerin fast, flees skelter athort crumbled newspaper, 
There's an unco guff. Mind whaur ye pit yer feet. 

Ye’d hand faurer? 

Nau faurer ti gang. 

Gaun, gi thon mawkit stump a guid kick, 

Mak it crumble, see it spewin an splairgin its slubby gunge; 
Yer den’s nae mair yer ain, an aiblins sun, 

Naebody else’s - 

An ye thocht it wad continue as afore! 

Na. Nae chaunce. 

The pad, an the breer aside it, 

Dandelion clocks an grunsel, 

An abuin thame aa, the thrissle, 

Are here snod aff. 

Swippert. 

Forenent this pynt, there raxes a ploud strip. 

A wairnin sign. There twa-fauld raws o palins, 

Heicher nor the thrissles. 

Ayont, afaur, 

There’s fremmit vehicles tha caa to mind 
Tyrannosaurus Rex reincarnatit: 

Technology - this is the thocht that dunts us - 

Has wi prehist’ry sae collaboratit, 

Is it oor past or future that confronts us? 


| hae kent mony a den in Fife, but nane 
That brocht me sherp ti sic a dowie sain. 


DAVE CUNLIFFE 


Never Trust a Man in Uniform 


The TV baddies always seem to win 
those cleancut cops keep on killing 
the only interesting guys around. 


Never trust a man in uniform 

or a woman with clean nails 

never believe the lies in newspapers 
or the media's consumer songs. 


All their heroes look alike 
think alike believe the same 
myths dream the same dreams 
just copies of copies of fakes. 


But those who beg to differ 

who are unwise enough to 

speak out risk incarceration 

in some madhouse torture by 

drugs brain amputation electric shock. 


& those stupid enough to act 
end up in the slammer to rot 

for politicians are not mad 

just bad & governments most 
evil on or off the moving screen. 


Revolutionary Roots 


Wild human animal beast 
next species soon extinct 


among the dirty rags of capitalism. 


Our naked tongues plead mad love 
to lick warm juice from eager genitals 


outside the rotting teeth of greed. 


Woman man angel child 
who is not polluted 
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DAVE CUNLIFFE 


beneath the filthy cross of money. 


Our randy bums demand we fuck 
or lie so tightly fused otgether 


amid the obscene tombs of war. 


Revolutions Will Flower In The 
Boss’s Time 


These machines will rust in the boss’s time, 
no more we'll slave & waste our lives away, 
wood & hills far too beautiful for working. 


Turnip & cabbage will grow fat in the boss’s time, 
richly fertile soil on plots of liberated land, 
Mother Earth much too loved for eroding. 


Brother & sister will meet in the boss’s time, 
bringing their future into this present, 
such communion will soon prove his undoing. 


Revolutions will flower in the boss’s time, 
toppling only the barricades of unreason, 
taiking too true & too straight for evasion. 


New lives will be forged in the boss’s time, 
no longer making & breathing death's garbage, 
scuplting each moment as our very own creation. 


CHRISTINE CHERRY 


The butterflies don’t dance here 
any more 


The butterflies don’t dance here any more 
strange silence haunts the place of carnival 
along the fringes of the crowd a motley few 
walk like somnambulists and do not touch 
their inward turning eyes search for a clue 
they need to read a future in the stars 

to pattern cards in magic ritual 

to dweil in wonders they have seen in dreams 
they dare not risk each others eyes 

nor have they any language that will do 

they find their comfort in necessity 

and hope for something that will bring them through. 


Deeper in the thickening crowds converge 
and jostle to perform their wakeful rites 

they sit with drooping shoulders and resist 
are deafened by the ticking of the clock 

the giants spread their shadows over them 
they do not notice that the sun is dimmed 
and keep their eyes veiled.from a larger view 
they argue over price and quantity 

take what they want and throw the best away 
they'll answer riddles with their sharpened wits 
but dare not face their own complicity. 


and its oh, that oceanic feeling 

carry us away to the land of which we’re dreaming 
rll be an ostrich, you can be a lemming 
don’t ask me to participate 

| don’t want to co-operate 

what is there to appreciate 

my sole function is to negate 

to join in with the global fate 

to sit with both feet on the gate 

| cannot jump thiway or that 

I've got my well worn lies off pat 

don't think that yu can change a thing 
there is no point in bothering 
sometimes | feel like screaming 
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CHRISTINE CHERRY 


The butterflies don’t dance here any more 

at dawn the tide will break upon the shore 

while a tired wind blows listless through the litter 
the dust in the mouths of the crowd is bitter 

and who will dare raise loud their voices 

to call those missing butterflies back 

to turn with the wind on a different tack 

to shout that it’s we who want to dance 

and hold the strings and run the show 

to trumpet our own proud Jericho. 


Will we dare have the courage of our convictions 

to run for our lives in the right direction 

now the carnival is over, they’ve spoiled all their chances 
someone’s got to teach new dances 


and it’s our turn now, it’s our turn now 
it’s our turn NOW. 


Walls 


Let us put spaces between us and not walls 
and let those spaces be negotiable 

like gentle streams flowing between rocks 
or the track that leads between low stone 
which our footsteps follow willingly 

led by the vision of open spaces 

the optimism of exploring new places. 


And if there are to be walls 

let them allow for the view 

and be softened by weather 

make sure they’re carefully marked on the map 
to.avoid misdirection, the well concealed trap. 


Let’s have no more sharp flint or granite 

grey as obscurity, forbidding as a rebuff. 

There are even those who think a wall not enough 
and add barbed wire or jagged glass: 

this is my territory, no-one may pass. 

And to give the message more authority 
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CHRISTINE CHERRY 


the sign to arrest all excitement 
Private Property. 


Coming this way to a quiet corner 

you see an old wall baked red by the sun. 
While you stand and thoughtfully linger 

your eyes scan the surface, 

its notches and crevices, 

turning over the question, how to get through? 
Is there a gate or a branch fit for climbing, 

is there a weak place, a loose stone or two? 

If you could get there dare you look over? 
Should you go back now, save face, 

spare the effort? 

What is your choice here, what should you do? 


Someone once tramped across this land 
with boots of solid steel 

you'll build a wall around it 

to give it time to heal. 


Your words don’t seem to tell me 
what {’m wanting you to say 

I'll build a wall between us 

to keep the fear away. 


People say we're crazy 

they're trying to pick our minds 
we'll build a wall to keep them out 
we’re scared of what they will find. 


And when we've built our walls 

to keep our riches and our fear in, 
we can sit and stare 

at our poor, empty hands. 


Amaryllis 


A fault in the bud 
and the hidden flower tongues 
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a common language. 


wonder-full; awe-full 
gold breath alights between us 
as we shout Yes! 


Today the flower 
dark-throated secret unleashed 
red word from silence. 


CHRISTINE CHERRY 
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WILLIAM NEILL 


Familiarity Breeds Contempt 


Now television has allowed the proles 

to have a good look at the eminent, 

we sans-culottes can scan with great intent 

their skins for pimples, wens and blackhead-holes, 
quite pleased to find they too have scars and moles 
just like the more plebian element. 

Such epidermal! flaws on dame and gent 

bring The Mob close to those with Higher Goals 


Now we're a// privileged to watch a lord 
waggling his eyebrows or a large moustache. 
You don’t get worried till They start to speak 


and know that none of them has said a word 
worth listening to. What earns them all that cash? 
Why didn’t The Revolution start last week?. 


Bloggs on War 


It may, said Mr Bloggs M.P., entail bloodshed 

you can’t make omelettes without breaking eggs, 
or even losing a few arms and legs; 

let’s face it, some will end up very dead, 

but that’s why our great warrior race was bred. 

(All the round holes will give up their square pegs... 
a good war will get rid of all the dregs.) 

By Christmas all our foemen will have fled. 


Our fighting men are all armed to the teeth... 
at least they will be in a month or two... 
or if they're not I'll know the reason why. 


In Parliament I'll hold a watching brief... 
make sure we don’t make peace before They do... 
as for you soldiers, see you do or die! 


13 


WILLIAM NEILL 


Easier for a Camel 


Power steps from the car and quotes St Frank 

(a youth, you will recall, who gave up power 

and braved a middle-class parental glower 

to turn his back on riches as on rank). 

Good people, says the Minister, let’s thank 

God, that at last has come the victory hour 

o’er those who made our enterprise turn sour. 

Their Red Flag’s half-mast now; their chains still clank, 


Make me, Lord, of thy peace an instrument 
(of which my nuclear missiles are a part, 
and good for spreading love where there is hate.) 


Let me bring light (although I’m sure He meant 
light at the proper price) where it was dark. 
Prayer comes much cheaper than the Welfare State. 


Constituencie Veesit 


Oor M.P. cam tae veesit us lest nicht; 

gied us a taak in the MacTumshie Ha. 

The echoes duntit aff baith ruif an wa; 
loodspeakers sae the deif coud hear him richt. 
His claes lukt bien an cosh an sneddit ticht, 
jaikit and breeks steekit in Saville Raw, 

wi shuin as bleck and glaizie as a craw, 

his sark an grauvit baith a bonie sicht. 


A canna mind nou whit it wes he said 

for aa we ettlt eftir Yea or Nay, 

an jist exactly whaur his Pairty stuid 

on butter-bings an income-tax an pey. 

Nae maitter nou; fowks thocht his speech wes guid. 
Shuin be a Cawbinet Meenister, thay say. 
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T. S. LAW 
fae A Brawlik Makar 


(lines 103-170) 


Whit is man daein wi the wurld for graith and riches? 
Whoe’d puit a sklander on the trees, for antlers 
athorte the mornin or againss the muin 

as tho they fyled thursels the-wy man fyles 
hissel wi his devices ower the battles? 

Whoe’d puit a sklander on the gress, for greens 
an broons and tawnies in a plyde of colour 

as tho they fyled thursels the-wy man fyles 
hissel for growthieness upon the grund? 
Whoe’d puit a sklander on the rin-aff watters 
for rowein hinnie-aumber fae the hills 

as tho they fyled thursels the-wy man fyles 
hissel in heeches and howes, in glens an straths? 
Whoe’d puit a sklander on fish, on bird or baest 
for bein kippie-nebbit lyke the saumon, 

or kipperie as onie eagle’s neb, 

or tuithryfe as the ganshin o the bruit for maet, 
as tho they fyled thursels in bein thursels 
the-wy man fyles hissel in bein ither 

nor his ainsel tae lorde-it ower his ain? 

Whoe’d puit a sklander on the Yerd itsel, 

and on the muckle Ocean dichts the shore, 

as tho they fyled thursels the-wy man fyles 
hissel and ilka stick an stane he tuitches? 
Socialism is for man-haill, no for wretches. 


Socialists ken the ootcome o daein is haillness 

o the freit i the myn wi the wy it’s wrocht i the fingers, 
lik nicht an day thegither mellin, makkin 

the roond o the sun square-aff the quate-sleep daurk 
wi the dirdum o the licht in waukenin: 

whit’s yaised atween is socialism haill. 

Tho that is socialism’s be-aa, end-aa, 

thare is inwrocht a laichness for the bad 

as weel’s a heechness for the guid Juks yont itsel 

tae speir the furder betterin for man. 

“Here is the means,” the Scot says til his bairns, 

and adds a closer aipens-up a frith 

oO speirin upon an ocean o ettlement, 

“Mak you a kirk or mill ot.” Wi the samelik order, 
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T. S. LAW 


the socialist chyce is that thare is an en, 

but thare the eemage ot is clean capootert, 

for the socialist is aften telt, “Here is 

an en: mak you a mean ot.” Gin he be 

a socialist as bad as cannae-be-boathert, 

he naither culture maks, nor kynd ot, yae wy 
or tither: he naething maks fae’s nocht. But gin 
his socialism’s as guid as swither-nane, 

he kens an end is betterin, an maks 

the means mak better richtins as an en. 

This is the wy tae ken, whoe micht ken-nane, 
the differ atween guid socialism an bad, 

an ken that gif furst-tymein taks the place 

o guidness i the wy that camouflage can tak 
the place o claes tae. mak men tattie-bogles, 
then socialism’s intae herschip cawed. 

In socialism, as in disceeplines aa, 

there can be juist the yae sair-sowtherin 

for the inborn puritanism o nane-furst-tymein, 
an that the doorest o the everilk darg 

was ever duin for devoirs or.for doakies - 
struissle-on lik stoor for strenth tae struissle-on, 
an waarsle-awo for wecht will caw ye benmaist. 
The poetrie o Hugh McDiarmid is at yince 

a kirk superlative, a mill guidgaun, 

the baith o them the willyart means and en 
whoere struissle-on an waarsle-awo are pechless. 
MacDiarmid made poems socialist again. 

A socialist suid mak ilk yin his ain. 


The Big Drum Of Socialist Realism 


Depressed by the spurious in literature, 

the alter ego images of the litterateurs, 

time-servers of conservative convention, 

| look at those other alter egos, the (Party) line-shooters 
who have nothing to say but keep on marking time, 

an establishment of rub-a-dub-dub already 

in disestablishment - so earnest those latter, 

so god-awful earnest, so god-awful depressing 

except in their own assessing. 


Better the former, better by far the old convention 
of form and subject when accepted for love, 


16 


T. S. LAW 


like the summer air singing through the strings of the trees, 
not duty like a banner above the brass 

ona cold October day with the threat of snow. 

Better by far, for it stands as straight as a soldier 

who has not seen or does not remember the gore. 

Better by far, for it stands up to every test 

but personal dislike, the best. 


As for that insane Africa of the emotions 
knee-high to the pelvis, the drums corps 

of the Party, why does it keep on drubbing dogma 
in the arena of discussion on eternal change? 

Is there no realism in the strange? 


The only people who have ever had 

any reason to be at ease in Zion are 

the Scots who thought to be at one with God, 
unlike the Jews for whom he is the One 

who stays apart, at One with Himself only. 

It seems to me, that if the socialist realism 

of the Communist is to be of any account, 

it should contain the eternal wonder of accord: 
if Communism is to be schismatic, 

the sweetness of the flute of reason should tremble 
through it, not the drumming of revisionism 
like thr truculent rattle of lambeggerism. 


The manners of true Communism should be 
as immaculate as the Protestant Work Ethic 
which Communists have largely taken over. 
When manners makyth not the Communist, 
| feel as sorry for him as | do 

for myself, knowing my own inadequacies. 
But the big drum of one’s own ego has its own 
defiant grandeur, a man against the world, 
and fundamentally is different 

from what true socialist realism should be - 
man one with himself, universally. 


Daein-Awo 


Dae-awo-an-dae-nae-mair is as bluidie a flux 
o the ingyne as thon bodilie dischairge that yince 
Rab Henrysoun skailt in auld Dunfaurline toun. 
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An we sall get as muckle remeid haundit doon 

fae the Hoore o Paurliaments for oor ills as he 

gat fae thon carlin wyfie whoe said, “D’ye see 

yon rowan tree in yer garthie grund thare, Rab? 

Gan roond aboot it the three tymes, sayin as ye habble, 
‘Wickie tree, wickie tree, tak this flux awo fae me.” 


As ye'll can mynd yersel, Rab Henrysoun kent fyne 

the milk o her kyndness was clabberie as auld langsyne 
had left it i the aumrie aa suimmer. “I'd be as wyce,” 
quo he, “Tae hirple roon this aiken-burd the-thryce.” 
And he gied a bit dunt at the wuid he suppt his spreetis 
or his kitchen fae. Whyles, a cairriet storie’s nae lee. 


But we hae nocht tae say or dae anent 

whether we suid tak a da'inner aroon the Tree 

o Leebertie for remeid, or byde as spent 

as we are the-day, no cuddlin wi oor taes, an seein 
oor daein-awo an daein nae mair gan glye, 

when the luelie wurd ‘luve’ skytes as easilie 

aff the tongue as the thocht o hate birls roon the myn. 
Who furst cries ‘Bigot! bears that halie gree. 

Who furst cries ‘Stope thief!’ fae hissel can flee. 

An mynd ye, as shair’s the deid can ken ye’re born, 
gin ye daenae discriminate for yersel the-day, 

ye’ll discriminate for yer neebor the morn’s morn! 


T. S. LAW 
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DENNIS GOULD 
Take It All 


Take back the land for our descendants 

Take back the earth for our poor souls 
Take back the commons for our ancestors 

Take back the soil for our wholeselves 
Take back the empty property 

Take back the empty office blocks 
Take back the empty factory floors 

Take back the empty homes and shops 
Take back the military training-grounds 

Take back the army camps and barracks 
Take back the airfields and shipyards 

Take back the food & ordnance depots 
Take back your roads and footpaths 

Take back your roots and birthplace 
Take back your time 

Take back your space. 


| Shall Vote When 


| shall vote when... 

Poets words are taken 
seriously 

Clowns are made love 
to by fourteen year olds 

Whales become sacred 
creatures to mankind 

SAS assassins become 
Hereford cidergrowers 

Torture in no longer used 
in our interrogation centres 

Assaults by the police 
are no longer tolerated... 


CS gas and plastic bullets 
are prohibited by Rubber 
Soldiers and Laughing Gas... 
Psychiatrists become 
insane pacifists and poets! 

Powerseekers become 
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Anarchists like Kropotkin 
Slum Goddesses become 
Priests of Love and Orgy 
Nuclear Power is a distant 
memory 
Trees become sacred 
Postcard Poems become 
Passports... 


Walking At Pitchkettle Wood 


Walking at Pitchkettle Wood before All Fool's Day, 
Giant marquees looming up out of the dark, 
Howling of alsation dogs at Burghfield, 
Thoughts of daughters in a distant place. 
Three lifetimes ago it seems, well, 1955, | 
Travelled down from Norton Barracks 
To Hermitage: School of Military Survey. 
Playing football for Newbury Town, 
Qualifying as FA Coach and growing up 
Among young, thoughtless, ignorant Royal Engineers, 
“Just doing our job” - the industrial curse - 
Never dreaming of Suez, Cyprus, or “ideas”, 
Unaware on Nonviolent Resistance: Civil Disobedience. 
But fortunately | found out about 
Tolstoy and Thoreau: as well as Puskas and De Stefano. 
| joined the army of vagrants and wanderers, 
Pacifists and Clowns, anarchists and poets 
On the Road to Somewhere: The Devil’s Highway. 


Burghfield Peace Camp Blues 


| wake up to a May-Blossom Morning 
campfire embers glowing 

Lights on the barbed wire shining 
memories of you 

Englefield Estates own the woodland 
Englefield Estates own the fields 

Englefield Estates own the grassland 
Englefield Estates own the birds in the trees 

Men with shotguns prowling 
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M.O.D. police on the move 
Women with long hair flowing 
Pacifists exchanging thoughts for food 
There once was a Padworth Virgin 
There once was a WarGrave walk 
There once was a Hermitage Sapper 
There once was Nursery Rhyme talk 
The fox slinks in the shadows 
The owl stays silent overhead 
The voles squeak in the hedgerows 
The worm sleeps in the seepage bed 
The police defend the military weapons 
The military, police the land 


The computers store your name & address 


The operators play in the band 
Banners fly on Burghfield Common 
Ideas dance between each soul 

Voices sing out loud and lovingly 


Poet’s Jazz: Anarchist Blues: Pacifist Rock & Roll. 


Burghfield Peace Camp, April 30, 1982. 
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Tactical Options 


In the bright dark raining night 
the city hissed with traffic. 


Every corner was sharp and the feet unsteady. 


What appeared like stoplights 
was in fact, 

a city block on fire, 

and small dancing silhouettes, 
dancing with flames, 

shrieked thinly from the distance. 


From the hiss 

emerged a crashing 

interrupting traffic 

of marching feet 

and policemen all in column 
armed with clubs and shields 
emerged from side-streets 
moving towards the fire, 

as were we all, 

the drunken press on the pavements, 
observing the terrible pageant, 
avoiding the glances 

of the grim-faced, marching men. 


Return of the Hero 


The ancient kings and princes, 
walked alone, 

in throng, 

men gave them space. 


Hector’s nobility, 
Diomede’s war-cry, 
silenced baitalions. 


When mighty Achilles, 
crashed his spear, 

upon his great war-shield, 
men chewed their lip. 
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Silence and terror and awe, 
was all their ambience. 
Men gave them space. 


That was a time ago, 

and where Priam’s royal fortress stood, 
above the plains of Ilium, 

a hill called Hisarlik protrudes, 

from featureless marshland, 

scrub and disused waterways, 
betrayed by the wandering Skamander. 


Landscape like bronze corrodes, 
as stone crumbles, 

as empire and men diminish, 
and heroism falters, 

suffering the common process, 
of time’s treason. 


Our princes hide in crowd, 

fearing the flash and voice 

of gun-metal, 

the wind-devouring spear; 

the presence and the fact, 

of some stalking vengeful Achilles. 


Marking Papers 


Behind a door 

black, shining No. 10 

brass fittings like a coffin 

for a probable decade... 

...Marked by ten yellowing calendars. 


There is a mind 

obdurate, black and adamant, 
reducing breath and pulse 

to blips, 

as when we track a dying man 
with cathode rays. 


Defining by a line 


upon a graph, a dying city, 
haunted by a vagrant broken youth, 
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their souls dissolved by poison 
and an awful objectivity. 


Like Anthony, 

punching holes in parchment, 
“These many, then, shall die; 
their names are pricked”. 


Look, 
with a spot she damns. 


Does she describe? 
Or does she plot our fate? 


Whether by description 
or design 

our fate is mapped; 

the leverage that a mark 
upon a sheet exerts 
upon our world 

gives powers delight. 


IAN McKECHNIE 
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THURSO BERWICK 
(1919-1981) 


No Honey 


| have no honey for the soldier, 
no hallelujah words for flying men. 


| could not make MacCoulls of men in battle boats. 


And | would take their gun menagerie 

and feed it to Loch Ness aquarium; 

and | would take their battle boats 

and Scapa Flow or Tobermory them. 

Their bomber bird | would memorialise 

in some museum square like Edinburgh Castle. 


And | would label him 

for all our young ones to see: 

The High Ideal of Eagle and of Crow. 
And if ever a madman came along 
with an eagle on one shoulder 

and a crow on the other . 

and fishes bubbling above his head, 
he would easily be recognised: 

we would not mistake him 

for the piper with the tune. 


Crawtime 


The craws are cecklan the Word away, 
Deavan us dowie wi speak and spae. 
Thievan us thin wi thir fals assay, 

The craws are cecklan the Word away. 


Nir wit we hae, nir fuit, nir stay. 

Were flauchtit aboot lik winnel-strae, 
While on an on, wi pyke and play, 

The craws are cecklan the Word away. 


An yit, the Word's in oor weird, ah say, 
The Word observes nae holiday. 

The Word’s oor sun, oor A per se, 

A fire thit'll fear aa craws away. 
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The Anarchist Romantic 


inside his timid self a slumb’ring tiger he 
behind his fearful gaze 

a clearer eye might see the world 

as he would have it be 


and this drowsy man would dare and dart and burn 
with all his heart and soul 

and shout a rebel’s song 

if he were free 


of the timid man whose careful blood and deeds deny 
such fearless symmetry 

- and the anarchist romantic drowns 

in dreams of liberty 


The Suicide Rag 


these deaths 
these and all the other deaths 


the woundings and the damage done 
the poisonous letters the slights 

the vicious words 

the old lady’s head cracked like an egg 
the children beaten and burned 

the animals tortured poor blinded beasts 
the coons slashed 

the pakis bashed 

the queers rolled 

the girls raped 

the fire on the streets 

the terraces fought over 

the doomed patrol 

the drowning sailor boys 


these deaths 

SEAN AND RAFFY 

R.LP. 

sprayed on the walls of empty factories 
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burnt-out schools 

abandoned towers 

accursed dole offices 

Raffy and Sean by tieir own hand 
‘Ladies and Gentlemen - boys and girls. 
let’s hear it for THE SUICIDE KIDS 
positively their final appearance!’ 

says the Ringmaster 

‘a prank that misfired’ 

says their Headmaster 

and then The Belgrano sunk - ‘rejoice!’ 
says our Headmistress 

‘go home and rejoice’ 


let’s rejoice then 

let's wake the dead 

let’s blow our own trumpets 

let’s rave on their graves 

let's put on fancy dress 

let’s wrap ourselves in newspapers 
let's wear the foul rags of patriotism and pride 
let’s get on our bikes 

let’s go to work on the headlines 
let’s dig for victory 

let’s protect and survive 

let’s put the great back in britain 
let’s not cry for argentina 

let’s forget Raffy and Sean 

let’s remember two less unemployed 
let’s rejoice 

let’s make our mark too 


A Perfect Finish 


there will be no warning 


she began to paint the door 

a record banging through the open window 
her cats around her feet 

top coat gloss whiter than white 


she listened to the radio bulletin once only 
in the morning before the street moved out 
was sick with fear phoned her mum and dad 
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but all the lines were dead 
the cats toyed with the flex 


the mouldings first 

worked with the grain mitre to mitre 
then the rails long easy strokes 
careful not to overload the brush 
aiming for a perfect finish 


when the music stopped she carried on 
painting the stiles - top to bottom 

each in turn going by the book 

trying not to think of anything 
speaking to her lovely animals 

hardly daring to look 

into their dreamy faces 


lastly the panels - a bigger brush 

to cover fast no runs no drips 

she said aloud this door will be 

a work of art - of love 

one mistake on my part one lapse 
in concentration one fall from grace 
then we are lost 


and the door gleamed with promise 


Childhood’s End 


(“But what can we do? Get ready to die.” - Kenneth Patchen) 


and in the blast of bullet tank and gas 

children get ready to die 

children! babies infants almost 

who should know only secure love song and play 
a bed a roof the certainty of happy morning 

not this slaughter 

of long lost innocence 


this is murder - Christ MORE 

this is infanticide! 

it is a father who sights so carefully 

it is a mother who keeps a gun beneath her bed 
the baby target bleeding down the alley 
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- their future boy their eternal /aundry girl 
chose to die instead 

the stained sticky dust poor pillow 

for the sleepy shattered head 


and what can we do? 

nothing | say but weep and wonder 

at such early courage 

- who join the adult game declare 

and end to childhood - 

not ready yet declares The Boss - The Father 
just children 


already grown these braves brave babes 
- should they live that long 


(after Soweto 1976) 
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JOHN McDONALD 
The World Cup: Mexico 1986 


A dug pishes i the reikin heat. 


The War! skirls: ‘Maradona’ 
‘Boniek’ 
‘Rossi’ 


(an raxes it’s craig at ilk jouk an pirouette): 
a Warl wi it’s een airtit on a gowden eedol. 


But whae'll score fir thaim: 

the bairns cooried in this cairdboard cowp? 

(richt frae the furst their baa wis burst). 

Whae'll score fir thaim: 

the bairns guddlin i the flodden causey 

(an the saft emerant turf of dwams, snowkin sae sweet, 
ahint a waa a week’s pey wullnae ding). 

Whae'll score fir thaim: 

the bairns? 

(their white smiles blinnin the derk glowerin skuldudry 
that hauds thaim). 

The cairrit Warl gecks wi a grue - as it micht 

at mawks hochin owre braxy: 

gecks an gaes (playing tae the whussle). 


An a dug pishes i the reikin heat. 


Nicaragua 


Sing me a sang senorita, 

senorita, sing me a sang; 

afore the lown hills come doon tae kill - 

as the sheddie o the eagle spreids owre the lan. 


A sang of the spreit, senorita, 

(fir the craw-road tae the spreit’s in ver sang): 
braw spanish words that wheepled like burds - 
afore the sheddie o the eagle spreid owre the lan. 


Sing me a sang senorita - 
sic a yin as Golgotha’s saum. 
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Yon knowe'll thrab like a drum (whaur the broozilt corp hung) 
until the sheddie o the eagle lifts frae the lan. 


The Connached 


A single-end 

in a waalie-close, 

wi mirle, sclaffert, bleibs, 
an a kirkyaird hoast. 


A cowp, nae mair nor 
a tae-breeth frae hell: 
like a kebbuck wi mawks 
shackelt tae it’s smell. 


Peelie-wallie bairns mell 
in the licht o the street; 
oot frae a hole in the waa 
bleck as alicreish. 


Yestreen a lass lowpt 
intae the well o the stair 
wi her bairn in her airms - 
tholin nae mair. 


| kent her in youtheid 

sae gowden-bobbed (nou sae lyart: 
a bonnie bonnie rose 

dwinnelt aw tae briar). 


Whaur’s the smeddum o men 
whae kent mair aboot life 
than kickin a baa, 

or kickin a wife? 
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HARRY BRYCE 
(1924-1971) 


from Gehenna 


Before the school-bell tolled 
gangs of shivering boys 
were hauled from bed 

to sip cheap (Lipton’s) tea 
mashed-up peas brose 

or three-a-penny rolls. 

To swell the family purse 
we'd bravely face the cold 
the stinging hail, 

rattling the spilling milk cans: 
brave, too, the shadows 

that crouched and moved 

in the back of the unlit close, 
and cornered rats 

and ravenous spitting cats. 
But when the school-bell tolied 
we cowered: we were sheep. 


There 

in unflowering-Florence Street 
to quick, tuneless marching 
left right, left right! 

we slouched 

we hid ourselves. 


The big map - 

the red blotches marked 

the cancer spread of Empire - 
in every classroom there 
telling the story 

of Bible and Gun: 

and the coiled tawse 

always in evidence 

(for we lacked faith 

in that inheritance). 


Our failure was born there, 
relentlessly instilled, 

and we went 

with head bent low 
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and we shuffled 

and we hid from sight 
all that we had in us 
that was ours: 

we only gave them back 
their own hard lies. 


And nighly 

by the Gushetfaulds 
a hunchback on 

a penny flute 

blew 

counterpoints of 


joy. 


A foundered horse upon the snow 
twisting there with startled eyes; 
coal sacks scattered all around, 
cart shafts pointing to the skies. 


Unsmiling crowds press around 
to coax the beast with sugared buns. 
Hooves flail as the beast strains 
and the black ice beneath him burns. 


With heaving flanks and bursting heart 
you have no choice but to obey 

for harnesses were made for slaves 
and crue! whips to flay. 


In Cumberland and Bedford Streets 
I've seen and heard them cheer 

the work-horse as he rose again 

to pull the wagon clear. 


33 


FARQUHAR McLAY 
SLAB 


a pestle 
braying 
triturating 
pounding 
making hard things 
soft 
that’s me 
the dominie 


a hotpot you are to my spoon 
and who ever heard 
of a hotpot 
steering 
a spoon 


or 
after a formula you'll recognise 
| RULE 
ok 


think of me 
as a pastry chef 
and of yourselves 
as the little blackbirds | 
bake in a pie 


a selfless thankless task 
| do assure you 
for of pie | take 
only a minute portion 


no the pies | bake 
the STATE 
eats 
and eats 
nothing but 
| fear 
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oftimes | think 
if it weren’t for me 
the dominie 


rya- 3 > OI 


Tr-a <——anY TD 


Knowing 


They know wealth is power. 

They know they have neither wealth nor power. 

They know, all the same, that they and they alone 
make wealth. 


They know the State has guaranteed them 
certain rights 

So long as they don’t forfeit them 

By ceasing to believe in the State, 

By ceasing to assist at their own expropriation. 


They know parliament is only politics 

And politics only lies. 

They know the law is called the rich man’s 
whore. 
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They know where legality finally resides - 
In the bullet, the baton and the boot, 

The vetted jury 

Or judges going it alone. 


And they’re not soft. 

They know when you put a question to clam up 
Or spew out yesterday's paper 

Or last night’s TV whole, 


Knowing their opinions are seldom required 
Unless as a joke 


Or to trap them into putting money in the political 
begging bowl. 


But too unselfish, alas, to refuse you 
The stiff laconic X in the box for the 5-year 
show. 


That's right. It’s not just enough to know. 


FARQUHAR McLAY 


36 


TIM DALY 


On Politics 


| heard some student friends say - “we are living in 

a society of murderers and to combat them we would be 
forced to kill them”, to this or something like this, | 

find myself replying - “no, it is more true to say we 

are living next to a society of lemmings and it is 

our moral duty to take away the sea.” 
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This Murmur You Hear 


This murmur you hear is not the murmur of rain. 

It hasn’t rained for a long time now. 

The fountains are dried up and the dust accumulates 
In the streets and in the houses. 


This murmur you hear is not the murmur of wind. 
They have forbidden the wind for fear of raising 
The dust that is everywhere, 

Which - they say - would make the air unbreathable. 


This murmur you hear is not the murmur of words. 
They have forbidden words for fear 

They should imperil 

The fragile immobility of the air. 


This murmur you hear is not murmur of thoughts. 
They have been forbidden lest they should engender 
The need to speak 

And catastrophe, inevitably, follow. 


And all the same the murmur persists. 


(Translated from the Catalan by John Adlard). 
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FREDDIE ANDERSON 
A Ballad of Red Clyde 


High in the mossy Lowthair hills 

My rivulets begin 

their windings through the lonely glades 
and down by Corra Linn. 


| nurtured all these sylvan shades 
where peasants tilled the fields 
and many a glorious Autumn hairst 
these crops in bounty yield. 


1 saw the serfs upon my banks 
glean riches from the soil 

and then the lairds deprive them 
of the fruits of their hard toil. 


| saw the poor gaunt weavers 

tied to their looms all day; 

in despond deep and weary sleep, 
grim lives of hodden grey. 


| saw the Lanark miners 

a similar fate endure, 

the smelters of Gartsherrie forge 
oppressed like all the poor. 


And when they rose against their foes 
it caused me no surprise, 

| saw the anger in their souls 

and anguish in their eyes. 


The rich old tairds upon my banks 

no pity had nor shame; 

with swords and guns at dead o’ night 
their wretched hirelings came. 


| wept to see the agony, 

my brave sons’ bitter loss 

when they murdered Baird and Hardie, 
and hung Wilson at the Cross. 


This is the city of McLean, 


a son o’ mine so brave 
who to the cause of Liberty 
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his noble life he gave. 


With banners red upon my banks, 
I’m proud to be the Clyde, 

and Glasgow's claim to honest fame 
Vil carry far and wide. 


Hitler Meets Franco in Hell 


“Sieg Heil! And so you’ve come at last, 

you found the way, 

but then | always knew you would some day. 
First a bit of news, 

r’'ve ousted Satan from his official post, 

and you and | and Mussolini’s ghost 

can run the place, 

it’s just a piece of cake, 

like burning Jews and Reds for old time’s sake, 
gouging and garroting without a hint of fuss 
which makes this hell a heaven for the like of us.” 


The old Bastard he took long to die. 

| think some God above prolonged his agony, 

and stayed old Charon that in his final pain 

the brave would pass, the murdered sons of Spain. 


Said Franco, “Adolf dear, Fuhrer and Friend, 

your suicide nigh drove me round the bend. 

What pleasure now to see your empire grown, 
unseat the very devil from hos throne, 

and welcome me, the spawn of European fascists, 
and last great holder on. 

My chances when you left were not worth a damn, 
but | got a kind reprieve from my shady Uncle Sam; 
| gave him atom bases 

and he covered up my crimes 

(he has sins himself to answer for, 

aye, even worse at times - 

with friends like Ronald Reagan, 

McCarthy and Goldwater, 

sure, we didn’t need you, Adolf, 

to lead us to the slaughter!) 

But let’s keep the fires burning, 
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there’s hope in hell as yet, 
for | hear the Queen of England 
has just sent her regrets. 


EPITAPH 


Not even a crocodile cried when Franco died. 


On a City Waif 


At Glasgow Cross, one wintry evening, 

| saw the pleasured people pass, 

doctor, tailor, saint and sailor, 

true love and his lass, 

but each sweetened taste was tainted there 
by a lonesome river-cry, 

and some folk said it was a child 

the world was passing by. 


At Partick Cross, my heart was sickened 
by the one-side shadowed street, 

the world’s distress and loneliness 

in the imprint of men’s feet; 

hastened | to the river side 

to claim the child as mine, 

more meaningful a miracle 

than water into wine. 


And | held him in the night-sky there 
with the stars above his head, 
and shone his eyes e’en brighter than 
the honest words | said, 
“This city, child, your fathers built, 
this city’s yours to own - 
never bow to any man, 
the pulpit or the throne! 


Bring down the tints of rainbow 

and raise the tone of earth! 

Sing gladness that the base Age dies, 
be proud of mankind's birth! 

in every land across the globe, 

the glorious dawn you'll see, 

and you will live to hail the end 
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of greed and poverty.” 


At old George Square, as the night wore on, 
| heard a beggar moan, 

the marble effigies are not 

the only hearts of stone. 


FREDDIE ANDERSON 
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Montjuich 


(Francisco Ferrer, the Catalan anarchist teacher, was executed by firing 
squad in the moat of Montjuich castle, Barcelona, 13 October 1909.) 


“Hill of Jews’, says one, 
named for a cemetary 
long gone. “Hill of Jove”, 
says another, and maybe 
Jove stalked here 

once or rests now 

where so many lie 

who felt God swell 

the earth and burn 

along the edges 

of their breath. 


Almost seventy years 
since a troop of cavalry 
jingled up the silent road, 
dismounted, and loaded 
their rifles to deliver 

the fusillade into 

the small. soft body 

of Ferrer, who would 
not beg God’s help. 
Later, two carpenters 
came, carrying his pine 
coffin on their heads, 
two men out of movies 
not yet made, and near dark 
the body was unchained 
and fell a last time 

onto the stones. 

Four soldiers carried 
the box, sweating 

and resting by turns, 

to where the fresh hole 
waited, and the world 
went back to sleep. 


The sea, still dark 


as a blind eye, 
grumbles at dusk, 
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the air deepens and a chill 
suddenly runs along 

my back. | have come 
foolishly bearing red roses 
for all those whose blood 
spotted the cold floors 

of these cells. If | 

could give a measure 

of my own for each 
endless moment of pain, 
well, what good 

would that do? You 

are asleep, brothers 

and sisters, and maybe 
that was all the God 

of this old hill could 


give you. It wasn’t he who filled your 


It wasn’t he who filled your 
lungs with the power 

to raise your voices 
against the stone, steel, 
animal, against 

the pain exploding 

in your skulls, 

against the unbreakable 
walls of the State. 

No, not he. That 

was the gift only 

the dying could hand 
from one of you 

to the other, a gift 

like these roses | fling 
off into the night. 


You chose no God 
but each other, head 
belly, groin, heart, you 
chose the lonely road 
back down these hills 
empty handed, breath 
steaming in the cold 
March night, or worse, 
the wrong roads 

that led to black earth 
and the broken seed 
of your body. The sea 


PHILIP LEVINE 
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spreads below, still 

as dark and heavy 

as oil. As | 

descend step by step 

a wind picks up and hums 
through the low trees 
along the way, like 

the heavens’ last groan 

or asong being born. 
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PHILIP LEVINE 


TESSA RANSFORD 


Jack’s Progress 


Jack kept having to go up 
the hill to fetch the water. 
He therefore piped it in a tap 
to save himself the bother. 


He thought he’d like to have it hot 
to shave a little faster. 

it used a lot of fuel up, 

but made his life much simpler. 


He had to walk around the hill: 
decided to remove it. 

Built a straight and ruly road 
cutting widely through it. 


Then his water could not flow. 
He built another hill 

of artificial substances 

that made him rather ill. 


He purified the water 
with another poison 
and a little later 

this created famine. 


Crops were affected 
and the livestock died. 
Jack then imported 
foods from abroad. 


In return he traded 
weapons he'd designed 
especially to destroy 
life of any kind. 


Here and there broke out a war, 
now and then disaster. 

People wanted more and more 
bigger and still better. 


Jack worked long hours and hard 
to make huge nuclear bombs, 
but the world could be destroyed 
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TESSA RANSFORD 


by very tiny ones. 


Just occasionally he thought 
he'd like to fetch the water 
up a friendly little hill: 

it wouldn’t be much bother. 


Back to Earth 


Rilke admired in women love 
that loves without return, 
becoming stronger and wilder, 
overtaking the human object and 
finding path to God. 


He cited a Portuguese nun 

whose letters he translated, 

and Gaspara Stampa 

who composed two hundred sonnets. 


To love, he believed, 

achieves in the lover a reckless security. 
The lover swims the river, for instance, 
while the loved one merely waits, 
passive, almost a victim. 


He lists other women 

throughout the centuries 

whose fame arises 

from their having written and told how they lived 
their love 

to feed generations with light 

from that inexhaustible fuel. 


Love of the godhood in man or of the manhood in God 
requires the same flame. 

Women have made space 

in the womb of their minds 

for gestating a passion, 

giving it birth and rearing it to maturity. 


The whole of nature joins in their lament 
or their lament is an echo of Earth’s lament, 
the Goddess herself seeking true husbandmen 
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in the human. 


The question now is not 

whether women can still endure, 
however dark the world, 

or whether they will permit themselves 
any more 

these foolish obsessions, 

or will even prefer love 

and let go 

over and over 

so that their love may be strong 

and unquenchable, like Sappho’s, 
which thrived on partings and left her 
undivided. 


The question now is rather 
how long Earth can endure 
and whether we humans, 
attended and loved so long, 
can turn, return to her yearning 
in time to accept forgiveness 
and ask perhaps to be counted 
among her servants. 


TESSA RANSFORD 
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JOHN MANSON 
Why is a Child Born? 


He is an evil thing to be saved from Hell. 
You do not love an evil thing. 


Tell him his uncle went a black road 
Tell him about the Prodigal Son 
Tell him the world will come to an end 


Nothing he wants can be right 
He cannot do what he thinks 
He cannot enter into the Castle of his confidence 


He does not need to be a man 
He does not need to love a woman 
He is nothing on earth 


Little Corner of the World 


Little corner of the world 
bed with a broken spring 
worn waxcloth under it 
little corner of the world 
to make love in 


Little corner of the world 

a jacked-up chair 

chilled hands and steel 

little corner of the world 
to have pain in 


Little corner of the world 
man above a desk 
green blotter in a case 
little corner of the world 
to be cornered in 
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JOHN MANSON 


Living in the Jungle 


“let him be faced with another man’s need” (D.H. Lawrence) 


When he was “faced with another man’s need” 
He first showed he did not have this need! 

He had won the competition 

And the other man only got blame for his pains! 
Do not talk to me about the modern approach. 
We are still living in the jungle. 
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Upon Seeing the True Meaning of 
Pornography 


(The Police versus The Peace Convoy 1986) 


The hinge has broken shut, all the menace 
is flying through the screen 

that separates us from ourselves 

The boots of all that cannot reason 


trample upon the faces of those who would 
This is the forest where the trees 

are growing thinner yet no tight 

can reach through, and in these shadows 


hide all potential pornographers we have become 
and dare we think that if we fall 

and fail we may, our hearts 

become as ovens, deep and charring 


Oh reason, is this forest so murky and evil 

and is this place from where 

the appointees emerge, each one 

with an iron hand, ah Margaret, fear sniffs the turgid air 


snaps a few annoying treelets and drools, ah Margaret 
we touch your intimate sex 

and you lubricate our wants with blood 

ah Margaret, we will surely gore and feast 


Live Entertainment for the Broken 
Hearted 


(For Hugh Loughlan) 


Today in Fife the fields steamed like a Gothic movie 
and the sea slapped at the coast 

in a tired and bored fashion 

exhausted, we could only guess, from so much being 


In Methil they slid a production platform jacket 
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GEORGE GUNN 


down a slip, it sunk into the bay 
like a promise, underneath the construction 
yard lie the workings of the Wellsely colliery 


men and women died down there, their screams 
and sweat now soaked up by the clay 

and time, “Carbone carbasque” 

“By coal and by sail”, that’s carved out of stone 


above Methil library where péople huddle 

of an afternoon to scan the columns 

in search of another yoke 

In Methil there are no more orders for jackets 


it seems now they will have to queue 

even to be pathetic, we talked 

of this, you and I, as though 

our words were bandages, watching this welded wedge 


grind down into water, surrounded it seemed 

by a hundred tugs, the mist 

more cliche than fog seemed to choke 

any joy held lightly in any heart, an intangible off switch 


“It is live entertainment for the broken hearted” 

you said, “all we do is patch 

up their lives or think we do, then leave” 

The mist insisted that it was no joke, we changed the subject 


Rage Sometimes 


(Handsworth, Sept. 1986) 


Rage, sometimes, like a river running wild 

and trouble blown from the angry 

ice cap of the mountains needy head 

Rage, sometimes, like simmering rain when it has beat 


relentlessly upon the street for days 
and_then allowed the Sun 

to consume it, and then 

again they will try to explain to you 


why you react, why you grab and sometimes squeeze 
at what sometimes they call crime 
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and you call expression 
what they sometimes call arson and you call treatment 


and you rage, sometimes, like the always times 

when they come to explain to you 

and they always have “no idea” 

or “can’t explain” tattoo’d upon their TV camera truths 


and they are like mist at low tide, are like eyes 

with no vision and like derelict 

pillboxes at the harbour mouth 

of explanation they guard the ignominy of their aborted age 


Boundaries 


Until all boundaries we remove 

no light for us can shine 

we sacrifice what we can’t yet prove 
to dictators, unscrupulous, benign 


But what proof is needed except that pulse 
that drives us to our fate 

without the dragnet of conventions curb 
we have no borders, it is never too late 


But yet what else should humans need 
that they cannot so attain 

it is the meaning of the seed 

and the rhythm of the rain 
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Glossaries 


Glossary to Tom Hubbard’s ‘The Den’ 


Contermacious-like 
foust 
souch 
gait 
aiblins 
waur 
vennel 
midden 
flichtery 
leman 

linn 

maiks 
havers 
musardrie 
dauner 
darg 
tentie 
wanchancy brou 
mairch 
buss 
camshach 
unsiccar 
murly 
ruits 

nor 
clammer 
fegs 
dernit 
dishauntit 
quait 
cuddies 
tousy 
gloams 
winnocks 
happit 
fuggy brods 
halflins 
dert 

dour 
Sairs 
cowpin 
steid 
moulerin 


wayward 

mould 

breeze 

way 

perhaps 

worse (& pun on English ‘war’) 
lane 

dungheap, rubbish dump 
fickle 

lover 

waterfall 

equals 

ravings, nonsense 

(day) dreaming (can also mean ‘poetry’!) 
stroll 

labour 

watchful 

dangerous brow 

border 

bush(es) 

crooked 

insecure 

crumbly 

roots 

than (also used in this sense in Northern England) 
clamber 

a term of exclamation 
hidden 

abandoned 

quiet 

horses 

disordered 

darkens 

windows 

covered 

mossy boards 
adolescents 

bold, taciturn 

sutbborn, sullen 

serves 

dumping (can also mean copulation) 
place 

mouldering 


mawhkit maggoty 

splairgin splattering 

slubby slimy 

breer briar 

thrissle thistle 

snod lopped 

swippert suddenly 

forenent this pynt in front of this point 
raxes stretches 

ploud ploughed 

palins fences 

fremmit strange, alien (see Danish ‘fremmed’) 
dunts hits 

dowie saddening 

wyce wise; sensible 

hirple hobble 

aiken-burd oaken board (table) 
dunt blow 

spreetis spirit drinks 

kitchen tasty food 

no cuddiin wi oor taes not curled-up in comfort 
daw-awo work casually, easily 
gan glye go crooked 

skytes flies of obliquely 
birls revolves 


Glossagy to William Neill’s ‘Constituencie Veesit’ 


bein an cosh snug and comfortable 
sneddit trimmed, cut 

steekit stitched 

shuin shoes 

glaizie glossy 

Sark an grauvit shirt and necktie 

ettit eftir tried to get 


Glossary to T. S. Law’s ‘fae A Brawlik Makar’ 


graith equipment; substance 
sklander slander; scandal 

fyles soils; fouls, defiles 
plyde plaid 

rowein rolling 

heechs heights 

howes hollows 

kippie-nebbit pug-nosed 
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kipperie 
tuithryfe 
ganshin 
the-wy 
tuitches 
freit 
dirdum 


down-hooked 
fangfulness 


dog-like snatching or snapping 


as (iN Comparison) 
touches 

idea 

tumult 


Glossary to T. S. Law’s ‘Daein-Awo’ 


ingyne 

Skailt 

remeid 
clabberie 
aumrie 
laichness 
heechness 
speir 

closer 
aipens-up 
ettlement 
chyce 
capootert 
swither-nane 
claes 
sair-sowtherin 
herschip 
nane-furst-tymein 
doorest 
everilk 

darg 

doakies 
struissle 
waarsle 
stoor 

caw 
guidgaun 
willyart 
pechless 


imagination 
Spilled 

redress; relief 
soured; clotted 
cupboard 
lowness; stooping 


highness; upliftedness 


enquire (for) 


settler; final statement 


opens-up 


intention; endeavour 


choice 


destroyed; finished; done 
do not hesitate: doubt not 


clothes 


vexatious settlement 


ruin; ruination 
non-expediency 
most ruthless 
every 

task 

dares; challenges 
struggle 
struggle; wrestle 
dust 

drive 
good-going 


obstinate; self-willed 


effortless 


Glossary to John McDonala’s ‘The World Cup: Mexico 1986’ 


craig 
airtit 
flodden 
emerant 


neck 
directed 
flooded 
green 
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dwams dreams 


snowkin smelling 
ding dash down 
skuldudry obscenity 
cairrit excited 
gecks stares 

grue shiver 
hochin swarming 
braxy rotten meat 
Glossary to John McDonald's ‘Nicaragua’. 
lown peaceful 
craw-road direct road 
saum psalm 
broozilt crushed 


Glossary to John McDonald's ‘The Connachea’. 


mirle a mottling of the skin, due to cold 
sclatfert the mumps 

bleibs a boil-like rash in children 
kirkyaird hoast churchyard cough 

kebbuck cheese 

mawks maggots 

alicreish licorice 

lyart gray-streaked (of hair) 

smeddum courage 
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